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Letting out a low grumble Kim rolled over in the small twin bed, pulling a pillow over his head when the sun 
came shining brightly in. Sighing pleasantly against the sheets he fell back asleep quite easily now. 


‘Just a couple more hours.’ Thinking to himself before drifting off again. 


It seemed like the whole bus went on its way without bothering the guitarist. Who didn't mind it at all with the 


music blaring, talking, and yelling. Mostly his own snoring blocked it out as he continued to sleep. 


Once the bus was dead quiet again and it also being hours later did he stir, rubbing his face and yawning into 
the pillow. 


The sun wasn't shining as brightly, so at least he could look out the window of his bunk There were a few 
passers by, as he slowly began to wake up. Rolling over he itched his head as he was a bit hunched over, with 


still some sleep in his eyes. 


A bit happy he out slept everyone, as he hopped off his bunk, that means at least he had time to himself. 
Having partied a little the night before, now he had his time for peace and quiet. 


It wasn't very exciting the things he did, it was mostly the usual of any given person. Taking a piss, and then 
washing up, also having a super late breakfast. 


Also figuring it was the time he could listen to his own music, it wasn't blaring, but you could at least hear it 
through the whole bus. Then taking a seat at the table to smoke, as it got later, with the sun slowly setting, 
and then going down. 

Also having a couple of beers in the process, he let out a pleasant sigh, at least he was having a good 
afternoon he thought. Once it started to get dark, he wondered if anyone was actually going to come back 
tonight. If he actually had the bus to himself for a night that would be great, though he sort of wished he got 
out to catch a show. Though he couldn't remember who was playing or where, which made him pout a little. 
The first to arrive back was Ben, who hopped right back into the bus, looking quite pleased. 

The bassist was hardly a party animal, mostly he just liked to catch shows, happy to tell Kim who he seen 
where. while the two of them smoked, the guitarist was happy at least he got the play by play from Ben 
Quite glad he didn't miss much at least. 


With them talking for a while longer, Ben let out a loud yawn, getting quite tired, and stomping off to bed. 


Leaving Kim who was still wide awake, from having gotten as much sleep as he has. 


The guitarist figured he could stay up a while longer, since he was hardly tired as he leaned against the table 


and stared out the window. 

With a few more hours passing, and their singer arrived, his steps wobbly as he came up the three steps into 
the bus nearly tripping on the last one. Making him hiss and grumble, Kim partly closed his magazine he was 
reading. 

Just listening out for the other, biting his lip trying not to laughing. 

When Chris came around the corner, his eyes were a bit hazy as they narrowed on the guitarist. 

"Somethin funny?.." Chris frowned huffing lightly. 


‘Oh lord he's drunk. Kim thought as he waved to the other, "huh? No..You should get some sleep." 


With Chris staring at the other for a long time before he went on his way, "mh..yeah.." He sighed, wobbly 
walking off to the back of the bus. 


‘Well at least he seemed in a better mood..' Thinking to himself then going back to his magazine reading quietly. 


Soon enough you could hear the faint sound of snoring from the back, it hardly bothered Kim as he finished up 
reading, and lit up another cigarette. 


Wondering if he should lock up as it got even more later, wondering if Matt was going to come back tonight, or 


just crash somewhere else, where ever he was. 

Since it was almost three in the morning, he figured he was safe, and got up from the table to lock the door 
before going to bed himself. Though as soon as he did he heard faint footsteps on the outside, that sounded 
very close. He was still standing by the door, with whoever it was on the other side trying to open the door. 
"Maaan.." The person whined out, Kim bit back a chuckle, recognizing it was the drummer. 

Matt gave a lazy knock, sounding like he was too tired to pound away. 

"Come on.Really?! Who the fuck locked the door." Matt pouted, leaning against the outside. 

"That would be me." Kim opened the door, with Matt scurrying in. 

"Mh.Ass... Matt pouted as he came in, with Kim laughing softly. 

"You're lucky | was still awake." Kim smiled, closing and locking the door again. 

Matt was sitting at the table, mindlessly flipping through the magazine Kim left there. 


A hand under his chin as he flipped through each page, quite lazily. 


Kim thought about going to bed, then figuring why not stay up a little longer, taking a seat at the table across 
from Matt. 


The drummer looking half asleep, as he stared blankly down at the pages. 
"You should get some sleep..You look tired." Kim sighed, as he lit up another cigarette. 
With Matt shifting his gaze from the magazine and towards Kim. 


Kim flushed lightly as he briefly stared back, glad it was a little dark in the bus, noticing was the other 


wearing makeup’... 


Taking another glance at Matt who was looking back at the cheap magazine, his eyes a little half lidded. With 
Kim seeing the slightly smudged eyeliner and eye shadow, making the blond's eyes look a bit smokey. 


Kim flushed a bit more as he slightly gawked at the other, Matt really could be handsome and well. Beautiful. 


Making himself flush even more, having always thought so. 
Quietly going back to smoking before Matt caught him staring, puffing away on his cigarette. 


Out the corner of his eye he seen Matt slip out from the table, and stretch, figuring he was finally going off 
to bed. Though it surprised him, when he turned his head seeing Matt suddenly beside him. 


"Eh..Hi?.." Kim flushed darkly, trying to keep a cool head when Matt was leaning against him. 


The blond rested his head against Kim's shoulder, and reaching out for the other's cigarette. Taking a couple of 
drags, and then handed it back to Kim. 


"Thanks." Matt purred, gently blowing out the smoke as he sighed heavily. 
"You're welcome." Kim quietly fiddled with the butt of the cigarette, with Matt still leaning against him. 


"Uh.IF you're tired..You should really go to bed, I'm probably not that comfortable." Kim saying quite abruptly 


after a moment or two passing. 


With Matt not saying anything, having fallen asleep already, as he breathed gently against Kim's shoulder. 
Kim flushed lightly, watching the other sleep, giving a small smile. 


The guitarist let out a small sigh, now what? He huffed, as much as he would have liked to have Matt all 
cuddled beside him. It wasn't exactly comfortable for him to sleep, figuring he could give the blond an hour or 
so before waking him up and shooing him off to bed. 


With sometime passing, Matt surprisingly stirred a little, rubbing his face against Kim's shoulder making the 
other flush brightly. 


Matt sleepily looked around, seeing it was still dark out, it wasn't exactly comfortable sleeping against Kim's 


shoulder. 

His gaze shifting towards Kim, his eyes half lidded as he purred quietly. 

"Hey.Come to bed with me.." Matt saying quite gently, making Kim turn beet red. 

Did he hear him right? 

Now the guitarist wondered if he was dreaming, if so he hoped to God he didn't wake up. 


Giving Matt a small nod, it seemed to please him, as he slid out from the booth and walked back to the end of 


the bus. 


Kim quickly followed behind, he could feel his heart racing a little, why was he so suddenly nervous all he was 
doing was sleeping with other. Like catching some Z's and not the other type of sleeping.. 


Matt's bunk was lowest to the floor, since he was the shortest, sitting on the edge of the bed, he kicked off 
his shoes and socks. Then getting up again, he pulled down his jeans taking them off. With Kim standing off to 
the side, blushing even more brightly. 


The collared shirt the drummer was wearing was quite big on him, it was almost like a dress as it barely 
covered his ass. Bending down a little to fold up his jeans, Kim's eyes widened a little seeing he wasn't wearing 


any underwear. 


Matt soon climbed into bed scooting more against the wall leaving room for Kim, with the other still blushing 
seeing Matt wasn't kidding. 


Kim quickly did the same, taking off his jeans, and carefully climbing into bed with the other. 


The blond was already asleep from what Kim could tell, his face nuzzled against a pillow, and his blond hair 


covering over his face. 


Eventually Kim relaxed a little, closing the curtain to the burk as he made himself comfortable. He shyly 
pressed himself against Matt, who didn't mind at all it seemed, though he did stir a little, and rolled over and 


nuzzled against Kim's chest. 


The guitarist literally thought he was going to have a heart attack, shyly putting an arm around the blond. He 
slowly relaxed, seeing Matt was still quite asleep, he let out a small sigh, gently taking a hand to stroke the 
other's back. 


Kim breathed in gently, the blond did smell good he thought, it smelt like he was wearing something with 
juniper and lavender he noted. Slowly and eventually did he fall asleep, beside Matt. 


It was quite cozy in the bunk, with the curtain closed it kept all the heat in and light out, it was a wonder how 
they didn't suffocate in there. 


When it was well past noon everyone else started to get up, with the ritualistic music blaring, talking and 
yelling starting up. 


Chris yawned and grumbled as he woke up from all of the noise, he had a slight headache, as he slipped out of 
bed. 


"Mh.." He was going to say something to Kim, since the guitarist had the bunk right underneath his. Though he 


pouted when he didn't see him, maybe he was awake already’... 


Ha. That was a joke in itself. 
Chris looked around sleepily not seeing the guitarist anywhere insight, he huffed lightly, then deciding he needed 
more sleep. He went to the back of the bus again, even over the music Chris could hear a slight snore, looking 


down at Matt's bottom bunk. 


He smiled and chuckled softly, "really Kim you were that tired you couldn't sleep in your own bed?.." He shook 


his head crouching down a litle. 
Figuring Matt was probably off somewhere crashing. 
He pulled back the curtain, seeing Kim quite asleep, at least his assumption was right. 


He was about to shake Kim awake, mostly to piss him off, since the guitarist was practically like a grizzly bear 


when he slept and did not want to be disturbed 


Though it surprised him seeing someone stirring beside him, with Matt poking his head out, and sleepily looking 


around. 
"Mh?.." He groaned gently, stretching beside Kim, then slowly turning his head seeing Chris just standing there. 


Matt's eyes were half lidded, as he pouted lightly, "when you're done staring, close the curtain. You're letting 
out all the heat" Saying quite flatly and softly. 


As he nuzzled Kim's chest, and hugged him, as he fell back asleep. 


Now it was Chris's turn to flush, closing the curtain, he cleared his throat, trying to pretend he didn't see the 
two of them all cuddly together. 


Now he felt his head ache getting worse, grumbling under his breath as he hopped back on his bunk to get 


more sleep. 


